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“Well, time to hit the hay,” I said to my self as another gruesome day had passed by. I 
think it had been 104 days since the crash. I can’t remember. You don t remember 
anything in the wilderness. Things just turn into a blue haze and you just forget about 
them. I can still hear, and feel the whole thing. 


“Bye son, Call us when you get there and write to us every chance you get,” My dad 


said. I could hear my mother sobbing in the background. 
“Thanks Dad, I love all of you,” I replied. I turned around to give the stewardess my 


ticket. My mom ran to me and hugged me. It felt like forever before she let go. I turned 
and started down the gangway. When I reached the humongous jumbo jet I thought about 
what everybody thinks about when they get on a plane. Crashing. I swallowed my fear 
and stepped on board. Two seats were open in the front. A man in his 20’s maybe was 
sitting in the end window seat. “Are these seats taken?” I asked him. He looked at the 
seats then back at me. “No.” I sat in the aisle seat. 

“Hi, I’m Michael.” He greeted 

“Jake.” I informed, shaking his hand. He was a tall man, about 185 pounds, dark 
haired, tan. He looked like a nice guy. 

I pulled out a magazine from my carry-on bag, Golf, issue 12. Michael glanced at it. 

“You play golf?” He asked 

“Yeah, sometimes.” I said. The stewardess closed the giant metal sheet of a door and 
picked up the phone. “Welcome to Wayfair Airlines, this is a one-way trip to Burundi 
Africa. My name is Sarah and I will be your flight attendant today.” A man walked in 
from the back “Oh and here he is,” she pointed to the man. “Brian Johnson, he will be our 
pilot today.” Brian smiled and waved. “This will be a 17 hour flight. We will have 
refreshments coming soon and lunch and dinner meals later.” She hung up the phone. 
Ten minutes passed and we were about to take off. I was nervous. I looked at Michael; he 
was just starring out the window. Sarah went into the back and sat in the flight attendant 
seat. The plane’s engines roared as they started. We were speeding down the runway and 
my stomach oozed. We lifted up and were flying high above the streets in no time. A 
couple hours went by and Michael and I had become friends already. I was tired so I 
asked for a pillow and a blanket and I drifted off. 

When I woke up it was dark outside. I looked at my watch, 2:42 am. 

I felt the plane jump. Turbulence, I thought. Then a few more jolts made my stomach 
drop. it seems we are having some turbulence. Everything is okay just go back to 
sleep.” A few minutes’ later six big violent jolts made some luggage come out of the over 
head compartment. More jolts and jumps followed. A loud pop and bang came from the 
back of the plane. People were frantic. Everyone was awake. Another pop came from the 
back. A small explosion blew out the back side wall. 
Seats, people, and luggage were sucked out of the hole like a vacuum. A fire started in 
the back. I thought to my self “I’m in a plane that is going to crash. I am going to die.” 
The plane was swerving and bouncing around like crazy. I was sick to my stomach. 
Scared and oozy. The plane burst into flames. It ripped into shreds. I heard a loud 
explosion and a big jolt. Everything went black. 

I woke up and everything on my body hurt. It was dim outside. I gazed around, 
everything was blurry. Smoke stacks and metal shards lie everywhere. Rubble of bodies, 


luggage and engine parts were all over. Fires everywhere. I saw trees and cliffs all around 
me. I was alive. 

I started to look for survivors, no luck. My cell phone was dead and my Tag watch was 
cracked. I had no idea where I was. It was just a whole bunch of trees and weird looking 
bushes. I was scared and tired and hurting. My head was bleeding pretty badly and I had 
a long gash down the side of my right arm. I curled up next in a corner and fell asleep. 

The next day I was still stunned. My head hurt and I think I had cracked a few ribs. 
The fires were mostly gone, just a lot of smoke. I was hungry and thirsty. I made my way 
over to the crash site and I looked for some undamaged bags or something. A brownish- 
black duffel bag was sitting in a heap of ash. I lifted it up and set it aside. I found another 
blue sports bag. I opened both of them, the duffel bag had clothes and a toiletries bag. 
The blue bag had a basketball, some deodorant, and a six pack of water bottles. I saved 
the water and the deodorant. I found two more bags, one was a suitcase with clothes in it, 
and the other one was a backpack. It had snacks and sandwiches, two-liter soft drink 
bottles, water, and plastic cups. All of that lasted me about three weeks. 


Here I am, one-hundred days later, skinny, pale, and bored. I always thought about my 
family and home and where I should be, Burundi, helping the animals. I hade made a 
small shelter with tree trunks and branches. It was pretty cool. My bow and arrow was the 
only friend I had. I killed rabbits and other small animals. I cooked them on a fire that I 
made with matches that I found in the toiletries bag. The water from the small creek was 
okay. It tasted kind of like plastic though. I only got about six hours of sleep each night, 
probably because of the crude make-up of a bed made out of the airplane seats and 
blanket shreds was killing my back. Every night I hoped that a helicopter or another 
airplane might fly over and see the-giant hole in the trees and come save me. My cheeks 
were cut up from the dull razor blade in the toiletries bag. All of my clothes stunk of 
sweat and dirt. 

One night I woke up. I assumed it was about three thirty. I heard a faint noise, like 
thunder. Then it came closer, I stood up and looked into the sky. I saw a small light 
floating through the sky. It was a helicopter! I jumped up and down thinking I was saved, 
but how would they see me? It was pitch black. I stumbled around looking for the 
toiletries bag and I tripped on a root. I finally found it and I took out the matches. There 
was only one left. I gathered up some dry leaves and lit the match. I dropped it in the pile. 
It burst into flames. Large black smoke stacks rose high above it. It was glowing like the 
butt of a firefly. He had to see me the fire was huge. After ten seconds I saw the chopper 
turn around. A big spot light turned on and was being waved around the fire. I jumped 
around like a madman. I yelped and screamed. The light moved over to me. I was 
running around and jumping. The chopper started to come down. I’m saved! I thought. 
The helicopter was getting closer. The trees were dancing around from the wind of the 
blades. It touched the ground and I saw a man get out. He had on a USMC uniform on. A 
marine! He ran over to me. “Hello, who are you, what are you doing here?” He yelled, 
over the loud noise of the helicopter. “I am Jake Wilson. I was on my way to an animal 
shelter in Burundi but my plane crashed and I’m the only survivor and, and, and I, I, I 
have been living here for like forever and I am scared and tired and hungry and—’”’ “Okay 
son,” he interrupted “Get in the chopper and you can tell me all about it on the way to the 
military base.” I was so exited my heart nearly skipped a beat. 


The military base was big and awake at this time of night. I was treated by some nurses 
for my cuts and they gave me some MRE’s. I told them about the plane that had crashed 
and the luggage that I found. I told them about the shelter I made and the bow and arrow. 
They called my parents and told them every thing. I was given some new clothes and a 
shower. They sent me on a plane back to Maryland. Three soldiers came with me. The 
plane flight didn’t scare me so much because it was a military plane with an experienced 
pilot. I slept most of the way there. We talked about how I should write a book about my 
experiences. I got to sit in the co-pilot’s seat for a while. 


The base where we landed at was nice and comfortable. It had a big restaurant strip 
and a miniature hotel. My parents arrived and I went nuts when I saw them. We hugged 
for hours and talked. We thanked the soldiers who had taken care of me a lot. When I got 
home I took a long shower and ate pretty much the whole pantry. The police and the 
news came and we had to talk to them for days. I started a book, /17 Days in the Forest. 
Kind of a cheesy title but it was fun. I was so glad to be back. No tree trunk walls and 
bush roofs. No killing my meals and drinking from a creek. No more repeating dirty 
clothes. And especially no having to pray every night to be saved. 


